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„l'm dying," James whimpered then gave a weak cough. "I can feel it. I'm dying!" 
"Don't be ridiculous," Lars answered, his tone very annoyed. "You won't die.” 


He put down a tray with a large thermo mug, biscuits and two bananas onto James' bedside table. The thermo 


mug was filled by freshly done camomile tea, as James had requested. 
"But I'm really dying," James moaned. "l'm DOOMED!" 


He laid on his side of the large king size-bed he shared with Lars. His long blons hair was ruffled. From toes to 


shoulders he was covered up by four blankets because an ill person had to have more than one blanket, as he 


told Lars in pretty whiny tone. 


It had been five blankets but Lars managed to take one of them away while James was asleep. 

"IFs just a common cold, baby. And | think you should stand up .." 

"But I'm feverish," James whimpered, his tone very self-pitying. "And I'm sure that it's the Asian influenza" 
Lars got annoyed more and more. 

| won't call 95,3 Fahrenheit feverish. And Metallica hasn't been in Asia since half a year," he gave back. He was 
near yelling at James. "AND let me tell you that a guy who is able to take a shower for over half an hour 
can't be near death." 

"But after showering | couldn't blow-dry my hair because | have been too weak. You had to do it" 

"Well, | mostly blow-dry your hair, baby," Lars answered and sighed. 

He loved to dry up James’ long blond mane and to run his fingers through it, and he always gave James’ a 
head-massage before brushing the mane until it got a slightly golden shimmer. James usually got relaxed 


deeply, his eyes closed, sighing in pleasure, while Lars cared about his hair. 


But now James suffered from a common cold with rhinitis and a little dry cough since three days, and every 


symptom nearly had faded away. But James had decided to stay in bed and to mess around with Lars. 


While Lars busied himself by cleaning up the bedside table and to put a bottle of water and a clean glass onto 


it, also a new box of tissues, the door to their bedroom soundlessly and slowly got opened. 

James laid on his right side and had a look at the door. He didn't say a word because Lars would have stated 
that James was hallucinating. He would have laughed at James because nobody was to be seen outside the 
door. 

Then, all of a sudden, a skeleton hand slowly slid along the door inside the room. 

James' eyes went wide. 

The next moment a very tall guy soundlessly entered the bedroom. A hooded black robe covered him up from 
head to toes. The hood was very large and made it impossible to see the face inside. The feet were covered up 


because the black robe reached down to the floor. 


But James wasn't interested in feet or face - he stared with his eyes ripped open at the sickle with the blade 


from shimmering steal. The sickle was held by the skeleton hand, the upper part with the blade leant against 
the right shoulder of the black robed skeleton man. He stood at the end of the bed now, head lowered, and 
without saying a word. 

James didn't need to be told a word or a name, he already KNEW the name. 


The Grim Reaper! 


James had sat up and pressed his back deeply into the cushions, knees pulled up to his chest. 
Now Lars got it that something was going on and looked at James. 

"James, what are you doing?" he asked. ‘I've TOLD you that four or five blankets are too much .." 
‘La... Lars," James hoarsely whispered. "He's here.” 

"Who is here?" 

"The .. the Grim Reaper .. He's here and he's standing at the end of the bed" 


Lars gave a groan of desperation but turned around. As he saw the black robed and hooded guy with his sickle 


he gasped and nearly jumped. His green eyes were wide. 
‘Oh, my god," he whispered. "I never believed he really would exist .." 
"| DO exist," a rough but quiet voice said. "And I'm here to do my job." 


The Grim Reaper turned his hooded head back to look at James. 


"James Hetfield, you have to come with me," the rough voice said. "You better cooperate. Otherwise | have to 


use my sickle to kill you right here." 


"No ... No ... | don't wanna die. Please, go away," James whimpered. His body shook and he was in fear. "You must 


be at the wrong place ..." 


"| am always at the RIGHT place,” the Grim Reaper quietly answered. "Now, would you please follow me? | have 


a lot of other jobs to do today, and | want to stay in time." 


"Oh, no .. NO! NEVER!" James cried out. 
He was out of his bed in a split second, pushed Lars aside and ran up to the door as fast as a lightning flash, 
entered the corridor and then he ran down the staircase. After this he desperately searched for a hiding place 


but there was none. James finally stood inside the large living room, his head hung down, also his arms, 


He was lost. 


As he heard laughing, giggling and chattering, he abruptly lifted his head. 

Two persons came down the staircase - Lars and the Grim Reaper who had thrown back his hood, so his face 
was to be seen. He was without his sickle. And because he had pulled up his black robe a little, James saw his 

extremely high plateau shoes. The ex-Grim Reaper had to step down very carefully because he wasn't used to 
wear plateau shoes. 

"JASON!" James furiously cried out. He was near fainting. "Jason .. FUCK! It's Jason 

"Yes, James," Jason answered and gave James a pleased smile. "Did you enjoy the show?" 

James had to sit down on the next armchair, and then he covered his face with both hands, groaning. 

Lars had reached him and patted his shoulder and back. 

"We didn't want to shock you, Jamie," he softly said. "But | couldn't stand any longer your ongoing lament about 
dying every moment now, not to mention the ongoing torture you have given to me ... I'm running up and down 
the fucking staircase to get the orders and wishes of a certain Mr. Hetfield fulfilled. And all of this because an 
ordinary fucking COMMON COLD!" 

James lifted his head and stared at Lars. 


‘Lars asked me to give the Grim Reaper," Jason casually threw in "He's exhausted, and he can't stand your 


whining any longer.” 
Now James stared at Jason. 
"You have to pay for this, fucker," he threatened then gave a sneer. 


Jason just shrugged. 


James looked back at Lars, staring daggers at him. 


"You too, asshole." 


'If you wish so, baby," Lars said and gave James another smile. "But | don't mind because | have reached my 


goal .. You FINALLY have left the bed What a relief” 


